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held a week or so ago. Even La Scala, the great opera
house, which is closed until Boxing Day, was plastered
with announcements of this meeting.
The Ricordi family have for one hundred and twenty-
five years been in business in Milan: most of the great
Italian operas have been published by them: look at the
score of any opera written by Verdi, Puccini, Donizetti,
Bellini, or Leoncavallo, for instance, and you will
always find the name of Ricordi.
The Rome express has just come into the station. I
must drink up my glass of Bracchetto, that sparkling red
wine which comes from the Asti district, as do the
Quaglino brothers, the elder of whom I missed by a short
head in Suna; I must be home in time for the ninth
birthday of his Bury-street restaurant.
In my Continental travels there is scarcely a hotel or a
restaurant which I visit where they do not enquire aftet
Quaglino, always with a touch of envy for the great
reputation he has made. Not only is the little man one of
the most successful restaurateurs, but he is also one of the
most popular-
He is now pointed out as the shining example of his
profession: he has achieved it by haid work and ftot by
delegating it to others* Both he and his brother dart
backwards and forwards between Quaglino's and the
Ap&itif Grill all the evening, so that one of the two is at
each place to greet the clients* Always do I recapture
a few moments of the joy of Italian wanderings when
talking to them in their restaurants* And Wednesday
(extension) nights at "QuagY* are looked forward to
by those on leave from outposts of the Empire as muck
as those up for the evening from Melton Mowbtay ot tibe
Cotswolds*

